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following hope rose and fell. On the third day he rallied
sufficiently to look through a ponderous pile of letters;
next day, he called in his amanuensis and for hours dictated
replies to matters of urgent concern. September igth found
him similarly employed. From 10 a.m. till 4. p.m., corre-
spondence consumed his time. Then, having bid his secretary
good-bye for the day, feeling exhausted, he reclined in his
chair and slept peacefully. At a quarter to six he awakened,
and immediately tea was served, of which he began to
partake with apparent enjoyment, when, turning to his
wife, he cried: "Oh, Syrie! My head feels so heavy!" And
laying it on her breast, he gasped for breath. A moment
later, at exactly six o'clock, his spirit passed into the Great
Beyond.
Thomas John Barnardo was at death sixty years old:
he had fathered sixty thousand destitute children.
The Great Reaper found Barnardo's house in order. The
Doctor had known from the nature of his disease that death,
when it came, would come quickly; and such was his wish.
He was not afraid of Death. Twice he was on trains when
fellow-passengers in his own compartment were killed, and
during certain of his heart attacks Death's shadow hovered
over him. One of his latest letters was to a friend who had
lost her husband: "I have looked into the face of Death.
Three times has my life been given back to me. . . . But
oh! I can tell you Death, to the Christian, is not so dark
as it is painted. I felt as in the embrace of a friend. ..."
His will, too, was made; and though he left little of this
world's goods, he bequeathed to his successors a glorious
Declaration of Faith. The fast article of his will reads:
"Death and the Grave are but temporary bonds; Christ
has triumphed over them! I hope to die, as I have lived,
in the humble but assured faith of Jesus Christ, whom I have
so imperfectly served, and whom I acknowledge to be my
Saviour, my Master and my King."
Messages of sympathy poured in endless stream upon